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You Got Any Motörhead? 


Author's Notes: 
First fic on this site. Really hope that y'all will welcome me here:) 


"Emily, | need you to take an extra shift this friday, Patrick has the flu, and | sure as hell don't want him to 
come here and barf all over the place", Phill informed me, when he was out from his office, making his hourly 
cup of coffee. 


‘Sure, | don't have plans anyway", | shrugged, moving my eyes back to the magazine, while gently rocking my 
feet along to the track | was playing on the radio. 


"Been any customers yet?", he asked, clearly concerned about the fact that he hadn't heard the bell for the 
whole day. He wouldn't understand anyway, he uses all his time in his office, doing god knows what, instead of 
helping me trying to control all the customers. 


"No, but all the highschool kids will be free in another hour or so, then this place will be packed", | said, not 
lifting my eyes from the magazine. 


| know that Phill could hear me sounding bored, other bosses would've snapped at me for being such a punk, 
but he didn't care. This is a metal store for fucks sake, all that matters is being a punk. 


"Alright, I'll be in me office if you need me". 

Like | didn't know that. 

And was | right? Yes | was. 

Exactly six minutes after the clock had said 4:00 pm, the first zit kid entered the shop, dressed in jeans with 
holes on the knees, a Black Sabbath tee and a battle vest, followed by a flock of girls and boys, almost all of 


them dressed like him. 


The store quickly became the hellhole | knew, with teens looking at vinyls and CD's, trying the instruments or 
just hanging. 


| kept my head in my magazine, suddenly acting like the article about another Axl Rose scandal was the most 


exiting thing in excistence. 


"Excuse me, do you have any Maiden posters?", | heard a voice ask me, and when | finally lifted my head from 


the magazine, | saw a boy, dressed like any other metalhead his age, with hopefull eyes. 


"Sure, any particular design in mind?", | asked, while slowly rising from the chair and finding my keys for the 


poster locker. 

"Uhm, Killers", he answered, and made me chuckle by his choice. 

Sure, Paul was a great vocalist, but Bruce was the only Maiden singer in my heart. 

"Here", | mumbled, traiding the poster for some cash. 

"Thank you", he said, with beaming eyes and an unatural smile on his lips. 

That kid sure as hell loved Maiden 

And so the rest of the day went on, people left and came, all in need of patches, posters, albums, picks, you 
name it. Some asshole even smashed one of my vinyls, but even though he paid for it | couldn't help but feel a 


flaring anger towards him. Who the fuck drops Judas Priest? 


The store was closing in an hour, Phill had already gone home and left me to clean the mess from the kids and 


lock up. 


Misfist's ‘Angelfuck' was playing on the radio, and with me on my knees, cleaning up some dickhead's soda he 
had spilled a bit earlier. 


| would be truly be fucked if it left a stain, Phil always assumed the worst about me, he didn't say it, but you 
could just see in his eyes that he was internally screaming while repeating ‘She did it, she did it, she did it in 
his head. 


When | was almost done wiping the soda off, | heard the bell, and a pair of feet walking in, while the owner was 


quietly whistling some melody. 
| didn't turn around, but | could hear leather stretch behind me, when suddenly a rusty, deep male voice spoke. 
"You got any Motérhead?". 


| didn't turn around, this guy sounded intimidate, and | didn't want trouble if he was some biker who got mad if 


you made eyecontact. 


"Yeah, it's at the ‘Heavy Metal: sign, right next to Diamond Head", | replied dryly, slowly realising that | had to 
stand up to take his cash and make sure he didn't steal anything. 


| wiped the last soda off the floor, and made my way to the trashcan in the back to throw out all the now 


brown paper towels. 
| then waked to the counter while slyly looking at him from the corner of my eye. 


He was wearing tight jeans, a leather jacket, some kind of boots, and flashed some pretty cool tats when he 
reached for the CD's. 


When he had finally decided what record he wanted, he turned around, and left my pleasantly surprised. 


He looked about fourty, under the leather jacket was a Thin Lizzy shirt, and had no holes in his jeans, just plain, 


classic. 

He had a dirtyblonde goatee, and the same color hair, which was spiked on top, with some gray hairs in it, 
piercing blue eyes, thin lips and acne scars, which actually didn't affect me. This man was handsome as hell, 
and the acne scars just made him more attractive to me. You could just sense that he was an experienced 
man who knew how to handle things. 

| felt something new wash over me. Nervousness. 


| hadn't felt it in years, so why now? Was the scary-but-hot-as-hell man making me feel nervous? 


He finally came up the the counter, laid the CD in front of me, and gave me a half smile that could kill, 


| must've looked pretty weird, my eyes was wide, and | was practicially staring at his chest, while slowly 
beeping the item, letting the machine decide its price. 


"T-thatll be 5.47", | stuttered, feeling the blush creep over me and his low chuckle reach my ears. 


"Here you go darling", he smiled, and handed me the money, while | felt our skin touch, which again, made me 


blush. 

"Thank you", | mumbled, and laid the money down in the cash thing, 

| could feel his gaze on me, even though | was looking down onto the countertop, probably blushing like mad. 
"Do you have any Testament shirts?", he then asked me, after some seconds in tension 

'L-let me just check", | stammered, and began to make my way to the back where we kept the shirts. 


| was aware of the fact that he was staring at my ass, all men do when | go back to check the shirts, but 
this time it just felt so, different, | felt so vulnerable in his gaze. 


| began to check if there was any Testament tees left, but was disappointed when | found out that there 


wasn't, now | had to go back and lower the handsome man's mood. 


‘lm sorry, there isn't any Testaments back, we sold the last one today, d-do you want me to sign you up for 
one?", | asked him with a quiet voice, still afraid to look him in the eye. 


“Alright, you need my number right?", he asked, with an undertone, and couldn't help but chuckle a bit, which | 


really understood. 


"Y-yeah", | smiled, and finally tilted my head up to reach his eyes, to be meet by his beautiful blue eyes, 


smiling at me, with a spark. 


After he had given me his number, and a lot of those half smiles, he just turned his back to me, and walked 
out in the dark, cold night, and | wished with my whole heart that | would see him again 


Of course | would, he needed his T-shirt. 


And why was | even thinking about him like this? He was older than me, probably with wife and kids, and just 
thinking that I'm some stupid horny kid. 


| ain't no kid tho, I'm 19, and can do whatever | want, even fuck a man over twice my age. If that was what | 


wanted to do. 


Christ, why am | even thinking about this? 


"Goodmorning sunshine". 
Mark sure knew when | was in a bad mood. 


It was two days since | had seen the handsome man and had been given his number, and | still hadn't gotten 


one chance to call him since Phill didn't want to order any tee's until the next big order. 


"Hey", | muttered to my monly coworker, throwing myself down on the leather couch we had in one of the 
corners, groaning and feeling like being alone, but of course Mark had to have a shift in the same time as me 


today. 


It wasn't all because of the handsome man that my mood was deflated, | hadn't gotten much sleep these past 
days because some noisy couple had just moved in in the apartment above mine, and they were on it all night 


long. 


"Want some coffee?", Mark asked, actually making himself usefull for once by bringing me a steaming mug of 


coffee. | just hoped that he remembered to put two spoons of sugar in it. 


"Thank you", | muttered, sitting up and taking the mug inside of my hands, blowing in it to make it a bit less 
scolding. 


"Do you have any problems in me leaving maybe three hours earlier today? One of my buddies are hosting a 


party and I'm thinking about scoring some puss-". 


"Stop. | do not want to here about your sad fuck-sleep-dispose life. I'll take the shift alone, do you know if Phil 
will be here today?", | asked, drinking a bit of my coffee, but hissing as it was still too hot. 


"He actually wanted me to say that to you, he couldn't be here for family reasons or whatever, something 
about a sick aunt in Ohio, so itll just be you after 1:00 pm alright?", he asked, probably a bit scared about me 
declining his offer so he had to be stuck with me here all night, instead of fucking some skank he had talked 


maybe one line with. 


"IFs alright, I'll just listen to some Venom and call it a day", | shrugged, now being able to drink of my coffee 
without pain. 


"| still can't believe how you can listen to that shit". 


The day went by fast. 


We didn't get many customers, it was sunday and parents would probably rather have their kids in church 
than in some metal store. 


Mark was on his phone with someone all the time, probably his friend who was hosting the party. Me? | looked 
through magazines, jammed a bit with a Gibson Thunderbird, stacked the new albums which just arrived, and 


just listened to music. Boring. As. Fuck 


Nighttime finally arrived, Mark was leaving in I5 minutes and he was practicially jumping up and down just to 


get out of the boring store, leaving me behind 

When the bell signaled that he had left, | took the volume to almost the loudest the speaker could get: 
Motérhead's ‘Dirty love', was blasting. My favourite. 

| began to lightly sing along, making sure that nobody other than myself was in the store. 

"| could use some dirty love" 

"You can't abuse my dirty love" 

"That's what | need". 

"To satisfy my greed". 

"Come on over with your dirty love" 


| was so busy, listening to the song and singing, | didn't even hear the door open and the bell ring. | wish | had, 


that would've speared me from the humiliation. 


"And she got good taste too", | voice suddenly boomed, causing me to jump and snap in the way of the voice, 
seeing the handsome man standing there with his hands in his pockets. Grinning like a maniac. 


| felt the blush creep to my cheeks. Damnit, he had heard me sing! The one man | was actually interested in 


had heard my horrible singing voicel 

"Are you just gonna stand there and look like you've just seen a ghost sweetie?", he asked, slowly, walking over 
to me, reaching out and downing the volume on the speaker, now standing towards me, both of us on the 
opposite side of the counter. 


| swallowed, looking shyly up to his eyes, only being met with a non-readable face of his. 


"I-l'm sorry sir". 


"For what?". 


"Aren't you mad at me for catching me singing along to a track in my working time?", | asked surprised, 


expecting him to be mad at me. For what, | had no idea. 
"Why would 1? Plus, ‘Dirty Love' is my favourite track on ‘No class' , he winked, leaning a bit over the counter. 


He looked different today. He was wearing his leather jacket, under it was a plain black t-shirt, tight, hugging 
his toned chest. He wore black jeans, with a chain attached to the pocket and some leather boots. 


His hair was styled in a sort of mohawk, he had some ligt stubble on his cheeks, and wore about three big 


rings on his hand, none of them looked like wedding rings. He also wore a chain necklace, with a skull on it. 


"| just.. You seemed mad before", | mumbled, ashamed that | had misread the tone in his voice, looking down 


and beggining to fiddle with my own ring. 
He just smiled at me. That damn half smile. 
"Say | actually came here to see if my shirt had arrived? It's been two days since | was here last". 


| mentally faceplamed myself. Why couldn't it be Mark, or Patrick, hell even Phill would've been better at this 
job than me. 


"The shirt will probably not be here in another three days or so, my boss buys new stuff every wednesday’, | 
explained, still not looking directly at his beautiful blue eyes. Oh god | wanted to look at them. 


"Alright. Do you mind if | stay here for a bit and jam on one of the guitars until the storm's a litle bit less 


agressive", he asked, making me looking surprised at him. A storm? 

"No, not at all. But do you mind if | ask, the storm?". 

‘Oh yeah you've probably been inside here all day", he chuckled. 

"A storm broke out this morning, no one had seen it coming, then when | thought it was over | drove down 
here. Guess it wasn't", he chuckled, and now that he had mentioned it, | could actually hear the rain and wind, 


knocking against the little store. 


"Oh", was all | said, and after a few seconds with us standing over for one another, he finally walked over to 


the guitars, taking a Gibson Explorer down, and plugging it into a Marshall amp. 


| looked at him tune it for a while, before | decided to seem a little less creepy, and turn on the little TV we 


had, and get some more information about the storm. 


"The storm that broke out this morning has been a surprise for everyone. It just seemed like a gust of wind 
this morning, but has gained strenght the whole day. At 1:31 pm it calmed, and seemed almost gone, but then 
at 1:56 pm it came back, with double strengt. The storm travels 400 km/h, and the goverment advises 
everyone to not go outside until further notice. Stay here to follow the updates on the storm". 


How did | not hear the storm? 


A riff then flew through the whole store, and | was quickly looking at the man, who was now standing with the 
plugged guitar in his hands, ready to make her sing. 


He started simple, probably trying the new guitar out, seeing what she was capeable of doing, when he picked 
up in speed and skills. 


He played a quick riff, so quick that even | couldn't follow him, and then proceeded to break into an earringing 
solo, and | was probably frowning at that point. 


He was standing backbent, not even giving me a second thought, with his thin lips parted in what seemed to be 


a silent plea, his eyes closed and scrunched and with a almost orgasmic look on his face. 


The way he was able to bend her strings, make her sing, like no | had ever seen play before. It was almost non 


human, 

Seconds after he had stopped playing, | was still staring at his hands. 

Wondering how they would feel, making my body sing like the guitar. 

"Sweetheart you're gaping’, he chuckled, and looked over at me with those eyes of his. | was lost. 

| slowly walked over to him, and looked straight up into his eyes, getting a sudden bust of bravery. 
"You.. I've never seen anyone play as good as you, sir", | gasped. 

He looked down at me, with surprise that | was suddenly standing to close up to him. 


"Thank you. Means a lot", he smiled, suddenly dragging a finger up to touch my cheek, dragging it over my 
cheek with such care, | think | was about to burst. 


| leaned a bit into his touch, closing my eyes and enjoyed the heat of his thumb, now making its way down to 
my lips, ghosting over them. 


| opened my eyes, and saw him, staring down at me, his eyes clouded with adore and lust. | was sure that | 


looked exactly the same. 


"Im Mr. Hetfield. But you can call me James, baby", he whispered, his finger still laying lightly on my lowest lip. 
"Im Emily", | said, tilting my head a bit to the left, why | didn't know. 

He suddenly locked a bit unsure at me, like he was wondering about something 

"How old are you, Emily?" 

"Im I, | answered, making him breathe out a relieved breath. He must've thought that | was under 18 


"Does that ring mean anything, Emily?", he asked, now reaching down and lifting my hand, looking straight at my 


golden ring on my ringfinger. 


"No. I'm only wearing it because | don't want dudes to flirt with me", | smiled, and made him chuckle, and then 


kissing where the ring were. 
"Good. | like ‘em tight". 
| about died right there. 


| must've looked like a deer in the headlights when he said that. And | was sure that he knew because after he 
had said it, he chuckled. Deeply. 


| swallowed a lump in my throat. What had | just messed myself out in? 
"Dont worry darling. I'll be gently, if you want me to", he assured, now stroking my cheek again 
| nodded 

He suddenly took my face in his hands, and kissed me. Roughly. 


The kiss wasn't sweet, it wasn't gentle. It was harsch, brutal and | loved every second of it. His tongue quickly 


found its way into my mouth, and with all our forces we began to explore each others mouths. 


| moaned. | wasn't used to this kind of attention. He groaned, taking his hands down so that he was groping my 
ass, grabbing it harschly and twisting the meat between his big hands. 


| was holding him around his neck, getting my fingers tangled into some of his hair, but then begginning to grip 
it a little, checking if he was into that kind of stuff too. 


He groaned when | pulled So he was. 


"Listen. | want to get rough with you, is that alright?", he asked, breaking his hard image for a second, and | 


melted when | saw the sweet, pleading look in his eyes. 
"l'm okay", | muttered, staring up at his newly formed smile. | really loved his teeth, as weird as that sounds. 


He smiled gladly at me, and then took his tough guy mask on again, making his face stern and with eyes as cold 


as ice. 


"Is there any cameras in here?", he asked, grabbing my ass again and pulling, making me whine. Yes, | fucking 
whined. 


"No. My boss thinks that the goverment can see through them. He's a crazy old man", | chuckled, and | don't 
know why, James looked kinda dissapointed, 


"Sucks. | would've loved to get this on video", he whistled, then slapped my ass, and gripping my waist. 


He then pulled me into another kiss, now snaking his hands up to my front, and groping my breasts, making me 
moan and lean into his touch. 


‘Oh, so you would like it hard, huh, you whore. Want daddy to fuck you ‘til you can't scream?", he growled, 
sticking a hand into my shirt and touching my bra and boob. 


"Yes please", | moaned, running my hands all over his muscular back. 
"You on the pill?", he asked between the many kisses we were sharing, and | nodded. 
"Good. | love skin to skin". 


He started grinding his crotch to mine, and | felt how hard he actually was. That must be painfull, in those 
tight jeans. 


| slowly sinked my fingers down to his crotch, palming him a bit and making him needy, before slowly zipping 
down his zipper and putting my hand inside of his pants, feeling the outline of his cock, through his boxers. 


He groaned when | grabbed his dick, looking for the tip and then stroking it with my index finger. 


"On you knees", he ordered, and took me behind my head, guiding my down so | was sitting face to face with 
his crotch, my hands now out of his pants. 


| smiled naughty up at him, grabbed the waistband of his jeans, and pulled them down, together with his 


boxers. 


What | was looking at now, was unnatural. 


His cock was so huge. | was sure it was about 4 inches, and was so thick | couldn't even describe it. It was 
veiny as fuck, and at the pink tip, a nice amount of precum had gathered. A wiry nest of blonde pubes was 
laying over the cock. 

| took the challenge. 

| started by lightly licking the tip, while my hand was gently massaging his balls. | then began to lick the 
underside of his cock, dragging my tongue over the big vein petruding, making him moan and groan over me, 


but | wasn't about to get distrachted. 


| tried to put as much of it inside of my mouth as | could, but when | touched the back of my throat, there 
was still about | inch left. He didn't seem to mind though. 


| gagged a bit at first, but then got used to the feeling, and started to blow him, first slowly, then fast, and 


then slowly again, driving him mad above me. 


"F-fuck you're good", he groaned, twisting his fingers around in my hair, helping himself a bit by guiding my 


face up and down on his cock 


| kept going, until he had to stop me, afraid that he would come even before he had been inside of me. And we 


couldn't have that, could we? 
| raised from the floor, standing face to face with him, and now he looked, scary, honestly. 


"Get on the counter", he ordered, with me obeing gladly, sitting up on the counter, pressing my boobs together 
and looking innocently at him, with my legs spread. 


His cock was still rock hard, it was a mysterium how he was even able to walk over to me, but when he was 


standing between my legs, he knew exactly what he wanted. 
"Now slowly, undress for me", he barked, making himself comfortable while | began my task. 


| slowly started by dropping my shoes, teasing him. | then dragged my shirt over my head, exposing my black 
lacy bra. 


He looked like he was about to burst. 
| started to wiggle out of my jeans, taking my time, just to make him as frustated as possible. 
When | was only sitting in my bra and panties he seemed like he couldn't take it anymore. 


With a roar he threw himself at me, and ripped my bra off my body, making my boobs flop right out, and he 
looked absolutely satisfyed with himself. 


"| liked that bral", | pouted, and made him chuckle. 
He then kissed me again, fiddling with my boobs, twisting my nipples and making them hard. 


He took around my hips, lifting my ass a little so he could get the panties off, but | had to help him a little on 
the way. 


lm gonna fuck you so hard", he growled, sticking a finger inside of my pussy, finding my clit and beggining to 


rub it slowly, driving me mad. 
"Please", | begged, eager to just feel his big dick inside of my at the second. 


He chuckled, and pulled his finger out, giving his cock a couple of strokes, as to make sure that it still was as 


hard as before, and then, without warning, slamming into me, leaving me completley speakless. 


The start was painfull as fuck, l'm not gonna lie. | wasn't used to it being so big, but after a couple of thrusts, 


it turned into stone cold pleasure. 
| whimpered, desperatly, and that only made him add speed, groping my breasts and harschly kissing me. 


| thought | was about to be ripped right over, and was kinda concerned about him, you had to have a great 


stamina to keep this speed the whole way, but he did. 


He finally found my special spot, and when he did, | let out an unhuman moan, and that was his cue to hit that 


spot, over and over and over again. 


"Fuck. You're so fucking tight", he grunted, slamming inside me, all | was able to was to moan his name, over 


and over again. 

When we had been on it for about 6 minutes, | felt my orgasm lurking around the corner. 

"J-James, ngh, 'm so close", | moaned, holding his hair tightly between my fingers. 

"Me too baby, oh God", he groaned, and that was it for me. 

It felt like my head exploded into a bomb of ecstasy, | was seeing stars and felt like | was in heaven 

My walls clenched around him, and soon he was spraying his cum inside of me, growling and cursing my name. 
We both collapsed backwards, sweaty, panting and in heaven 


"Holy fuck", James was the first to speak. His voice was all raspy now. 


"Holy fuck indeed’, | smiled, still kinda gone from reality. 
"I think the storm ended", he chuckled, taking one of my golden locks and playing a bit with it. 


"I think the storm just started’, | smiled, kissing him and slapping his perfectly rounded ass. 


